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glassful of the liquid, and at once turned even paler than
Ryabchikov.
" WeU, what's it like ? " Yermakov asked, dilating his
nostrils and gazing into Prokhor's bleary eyes. " Like
Tsar's wine ? Strong ? Sweet ? Speak up now, you devil,
or I'll smash this flask over your head ! "
Suffering silently, Prokhor shook his head, hiccuped,
nimbly jumped up and rushed out after Ryabchikov.
Choking with laughter, Yermakov winked conspiratorially
at Gregor, and went out into the yard. A minute or so later
he came back, laughing so uproariously that he drowned all
the other voices in the room.
" What's all that for ? " Gregor asked wearily. " What
are you neighing for, idiot ? "
" Oh, my boy, go and look at the way they're turning
their insides out. D'you know what they drank ? "
" Wdl, what ? J>
" Some English anti-louse ointment/*
" You're lying ! "
" It's God's truth I When I was at the warehouse I
thought it was wine too, but then I asked the doctor :
' What's this stuff, doctor ? ' ' Medicine/ he said. ' It
doesn't happen to be the remedy for all sorrows ? * I asked.
* It isn't spirit, is it ? ' f God forbid ! ' he said. ' It's some
anti-louse ointment the Allies have sent us. It's for external
application ; it mustn't be taken inside at all,' "
" Then why didn't you tell them, you fool ? " Gregor said
in angry reproach.
" Let the devils clean themselves before surrendering!
I don't suppose they'U die." Yermakov wiped the tears
from his eyes andadded not without a touch of malevolence:
" And besides, now they'll drink a little more steadily.
You couldn't keep up with them before. Such thirsty souls
need a lesson, WeU, shall you and I have a drink, or shall
we wait a bit ? Let's drink to our end ! "
Just before daybreak Gregor went out on to the porch,
with trembling fingers rolled himself a cigarette, lit it, and
stood in the mist with his back against the damp wall.
The house was riotious with dranken shouts, the sobbing
tones of the accordion, and furious whistling. The heels
of the ardent dancers unwearyingly drummed out a fine
tattoo. But the wind carried the tMck, low wail of a steamer